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CHAPTER XI

MIDNIGHT IN MEERUT

IF the}- were not together, Maud at least was safe.

Safe, but frightened and bewildered. She did not understand
the language, so different-sounding from the respectful Urdu of
the servants, used by the handsome dark-skinned dark-eyed woman
who seemed to look at her now with curiosity, now with scarcely-
veiled contempt. She did not understand who this woman might
be or what part she was playing in the whole mysterious business.
Robin 'had indeed flung her a word of explanation, " This is
Shalini." But that told her nothing. Who or what was Shalini?

Even less, less than ever, did she understand Robin himself.
That he had escaped from." open arrest" was obvious. That he had
escaped on the spur of the moment or by some unexpected chance
might be deduced from the fact that he was still in uniform, though
he had tossed aside sword-belt and sword into a corner of the room.
Maud could, and did, guess all that and realised that under the
circumstances he could hardly be expected to show himself in the
haunts of the English. But why had he sent, with all this paraphar-
nalia of mystery and secrecy, to bring her to this strange little
whitewashed room, with its strange exotic gods and the strange
exotic unpleasant perfume that drenched it as it had drenched the
dark gharry in which she had come?

"A matter of life and death/' his note had said. But it was
difficult to associate this quiet room with anything so urgent and
dramatic; the peace that brooded there might be sinister and mysteri-
ous, but it was peace. Far outside, beyond the jumble of dark lanes
and secretive alleys through which the gharry had brought her, there
was tumult, which even at that distance hardly sounded peaceful.
But Maud had very little knowledge of Indian cities, none whatever
of their native quarters. For all she knew it might be the ordinary
night clamour or the bazaar.

" Robin," she said, in a last effort to obtain enlightenment. " I

don't understand, I don't see why you brought me here. If I__I

can't do anything for you, I think I'd better go home. Mrs. Chalmers

will be getting anxious and John------" she bit off the end of'the

sentence hurriedly, she had never intended to mention Ridley.

Tod late. Robin pounced on the name. " John? John Ridley?
Is he here? In Meerut? What for?"